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say now a Paternoster In Irish for all out of this
parish who are in America/' " a Paternoster and two
Hail Marys for those who are in England or Scotland "
(that parish Is a great home of emigrant labour), '" a
Paternoster and three Hail Marys in Irish for the dead
that are in this churchyard." And the heavy rustle
of the whispered prayer would go through the crowded
transepts like the noise of leaves on a summer evening
—bringing the dead and the far-away very near, it
seemed, to those who then called them into memory.
Never at any time in Ireland have I felt so remote
from England, Scotland, and all the world as there at
that Catholic service—so world-wide, yet so homely.
Away from the church was a very different gathering
around the post office, where men and women crowded
and jostled as the postmaster read out names. Well
they might look to the post, with the four or five
hundred of their men away at the harvesting. It was
all a part of the weekly reunion, when these moun-
taineers and fisherfoik gathered from many miles
around have sight and speech of one another. The
week centres round Sunday. The church is the meet-
ing-point of life for a whole countryside ; and I think
the rest of us, not Catholics, who care for Ireland/
when we are brought face to face with the Catholic
Church at such times and in such places, must feel
towards it almost as if it was our own, because it is
so deeply interwoven with all the life that Is most
Irish in Ireland.
Much has been said in dispraise of the money spent
by a needy people in church building. But it Is much
more common to find, as in this outlying Donegal
parish, a building that cannot contain Its congregation,
than one whose space Is excessive. It is true that the
characteristic ambition of every zealous priest Is to
leave a monument behind him In a church rebuilt,
enlarged, or beautified: just as it Is the ambition of
every Irish Catholic wife to have a son a priest: and
both may lead to neglect of what should be heeded.

